hectically brilliant, shot with false lights, charged from the earliest hours that followed it with sinister streaks of war.
Ten years back, indeed, not content with heralding its presence, war had started roaming around Europe, snapping and snatching at loose ends here and there: the Spanish-American war, the Transvaal war, the Russo-Japanese waf. Every time the lightning flashed more vividly; the thunder rolled more loudly; and even in the most peaceful cities of the West the warning wind raised dust and dead leaves,
Jerphanion crumpled up his paper and flung it into a corner.
" Not to-day. I don't want to think about all that/'
He went and stood in the corridor, pressed his face to the window, invoked the tranquil beauty of autumn, the youthfulness of his body, all the reasons he had for being happy.
" After all, I have my own destiny to think about. It is fresh, irreverent, unimpaired. Lots of other men have been twenty with humanity in a worse state of disorder and under signs more lowering than to-day. The essential thing is to be twenty years of age. When I say that the world begins with me, I am a fool if I imagine that everything is going to adapt itself to my liking. But I am a wise man if I mean that I am going to treat my own life as a series of absolutely new events, to which the rest of the world may serve as a setting and an opportunity. It is up to me to prove so strong that even a convulsion of this continent becomes just one of my episodes/*